64                   THOSE   WILD   WEST   INDIES
Up a flight of concrete stairs. Past a modern and busy
office. Into a tiny room at the extreme end of the building.
The testing room, no doubt. Your eyes are ravished by
the sight of a small but elegant bar replete with conven-
tional brass adornments, polished glassware, a white-coated
bar-tender, and all other fixtures , . . save only the cash
register, which is pleasantly conspicuous by its very absinthe
. . . heh, heh ! (That's a rye one, but John Riddell gets
away with no better.)
" We'll start with a rum cocktail," says the host.
Delightful tremors assail your gullet as the barman
measures lime juice and rum, adds sugar, and strains into a
bed of crushed ice, shakes triumphantly and emerges with
a frosted silver mixer from which emerges, be still, oh
fluttering glands ! a fragrant concoction, with the com-
plexion and body of so much grapefruit juice, but the
backhand drive of a Tilden.
" Here's to crime ! " proposes your genial host.
A leer and a gurgle is your response.
That drink ! Will you ever forget it ? It rubs against
your parched throat like a friendly kitten against the
housemaid's knee . . .
Swiftly, cunningly, two more glasses are filled. At first
you simply regarded the bar-tender as competent . . . but
now you conceive a sudden feeling of deep regard for him.
Emotions you thought must have been permanently
blighted begin to take shape again.
" SabiL"
" Pesetas" you respond fervently..." Or is itfrijolcs ? **
The time has now come for the social amenities. You
begin to realize that you are in the presence of a very affable,
witty, and hospitable fellow, indeed. ' There he stands
beside you, beaming, dependable, and evidently well known
and highly respected as arumologist, judging by the respectful
nods bestowed by various people who drift in for snifters.
" Our employees . . . they come in fradrink whenever
spirit movezum . . . beer . . . rum . . . anything. On the
house. An' they never overdo it/*